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ELEGY 

ON THE DEATH OF THE LATE 

FREDERICK PRINCE OF WALES. 

I. 

\J For the warblings of the Doric ote, 
That wept the youth deep-whelm*d in ocean's tide ! 
Or Mulla's mufe, who chang'd her magic note 
To chant how dear the laurell'd Sydney died ! 
Then fhould my woes in worthy ftrain be fung. 
And with due cyprefs-crown thy herfe, O Frederick, hung. 

11- 

But though my novice-hands are ail too weak 

To grafp the founding pipe, my voice unfkiU'd 

The tuneful phrafe of poefy to fpeak. 

Uncouth the cadence of my carols wild : 

A nation's tears ihall teach my fong to trace 

The Prince that deck'd his crown with every milder grace, 
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m. 

Mow well he knew to fliun falfe i!attery*s flirine. 
To fpurn the fweeping pall of fceptcr'd pride j 
Led by calm thought to paths of eglantine. 
Arid, rural walki on Ids' tirftcd fide : 
To rove at large amid the landlkips ftill, 
Where Contemplation fate on Clifden's beech-clad hilL 

XV. 

Hqw> loci'd in pure Affedion^j; goldee baadj 
Through ftcicd wedloqk't unambitHHW w^y$^ 
With even ftep he w^ilk^d, and wnfiant htodj 
His temple& hindidg with domeilic bays t 
lUre pattern of the chaftc connubial knot. 
Firm in a palace kept, as in the clay-built cott t 

V. 

How with difcerniftg choice, to Bftttjre tnie:^ 
He cropped the fioiple iioweisi, ox violet^ 
Or crocus-bwi, that with ambi:Qfial hue 
The baoks of filver Helicon befet ; 
Nor feldom wak*d the Mufe'$ living lyyc. 
To founds that call'd around Aonia's liftening quire* 
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VL 

How to the Few, with fparks ethereal flor'd. 
He never barr*d his cattle's genial gate. 
But bade fweet Thomfon fliare the friendly board. 
Soothing with verfe divine the toil of ftate :- 
Hence fir'd, the bard foribok the flowery plain. 
And deckM the regal nxaik, and tri^ the tragic ilrain. 
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INSCRIPTION IN A HERMITAGE, 

At Ansley.-Hall in Warwickshire* 
I. 

JdENE ATH this ftony roof reclin'4 
I footh to peace my.penfive mind : 
And while, to Ihade my lowly cave, 
Embowering elms their umbrage wave ; 
And while the maple dilh is mine. 
The beechen cup, unftairi'd with wine : 
I fcorn the gay licentious croud. 
Nor heed the toys that deck'the proud. 

11. 

Within my limits lone and ftill. 
The blackbird pipes in artlefs trill : 
Fall by my couch, cogenial gueft. 
The wren has wove her moffy neft ; 
From buiy fcenes, and brighter ikies. 
To lurk with innocence, flie flies ; 
Here hopes in fafe repofe to dwell. 
Nor aught fufpe&s the lylvan cell. 



is) 

. III. 

At morn, I take my cuftom'd round. 
To mark how buds yon flirubby mound ; 
And every opening primrofe count. 
That trimly paints my .blooming mount : 
Or o'ejr the fculptures, quaint and rude. 
That grace my gloomy folitude, 
I teach in winding wreaths to ftray 
Fantaftic ivy's gadding fpray. 

IV. 

At eve, within yon ftudious nook, 
lope my brafs-emboffed book, 
Pourtray'd with many a holy deed 
Of martyrs, crown'd with heavenly meed ; 
Then, as my taper waxes dim. 
Chant, ere I fleep, my meafur'd hymn ; 
^nd, at the clofe, the gleams behold 
Of parting wings bedropt with gold, 

B3 
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•V. 

While fuch pure joys my blifs create. 
Who but would fmile at guilty ftatc? 
Who but would wi(h hit holy lot 
In calm Oblivion's humble grott ? 
Who but would caft his pomp away. 
To take my ftaff, and amice gray ; 
And to the world's tumultuous ftage 
Prefer the blamelcfs hermitage? 
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MONODY. 

Written near Stratfokd upon Avon, 

XxVON, thy rural views, thy paftures wild. 
The willows that overhang thy twilight edge. 
Their boughs entangling with th^embattled fedge ; 
Thy brink with watery foliage quaintly fringed. 
Thy furface with refleAed verdure tinged ; 
Sooth me with many a penfive pleafure mild. 
But while I mule, that here the bard divine 
Whofe facred dufl: yon high-arch'd iles inclofe. 
Where the tall windows rife in (lately rows. 
Above th' embowering fliade. 
Here firft, at Fancy's fairy-gircled Ihrine, 
. Of daifies pied his infant offering made j 
Here playful yet, in ftripling years unripe. 
Framed of thy reeds a IhriU and artleft pipe ; 
Sudden thy beauties, Avon, all arc fled, 
As at the waving of fome magic wand ; 

B4 
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An holy trance my charmed fpirit wings. 

And aweful fliapes of leaders and of kings 

People the bufy mead. 

Like fpedtres fwarming to the wifard*s hall j 

And flowly pace, and point with trembling hand 

The wounds ill-cover'd by the purple palK 

Before me Pity feems to ftand 

A weeping mourner, fmote with anguifh fore. 

To fee Misfortune rend in frantic mood 

His robe, with regal woes embroidered o'er. 

Pale Terrour leads the vifionary band. 

And fternly fliakes his fccptrc, dropping blood% 
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ON THE DEATH OF 

KING GEORGE THE SECOND. 

To Mr. Secretary Pitt** 

^ O ftream the forrows that embalm the brave. 
The tears that Science flieds on Glory's grave ! 
So pure the vows which claffic duty pays 
To blefs another Brunfwick's rifing rays ! 

O Pitt, if chofen ftrains have power to Heal 
Thy watchful breaft awhile from Britain's weal ; 
If votive verfe, from facred Isis fent. 
Might hope to charm thy manly mind, intent 
On patriot plans, which anticnt freedom drew. 
Awhile with fond attention deign to view 
This ample Wreath, which all th' aflembled Nine 
With ikill united, have confpir'd to twine. 

Yes, guide and guardian of thy country's caufe ! 
Thy confcious heart Ihall hail with juft applaufc 

• This and the two following poems dofe the CoUcftions of 
Oxford Veiises on their rcfpeaive occafions: and were written 
while the author was Poetry Profeflbn 
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The duteous Mufe, whofe hafte officious brings 

Her blamelefs offering to the ihrine of kings : 

Thy tongue^ well tutored in hiftoric lore. 

Can fpeak her office and her ufe of yore : 

For fuch the tribute of ingenuous praife 

Her harp difpens'd in Grecians golden days ; 

Such were the palms, in iflcs of old renown. 

She cull'd, to deck the guiltlefe monarch's crown ; 

When virtuous Pindar told, with Tufcan gore 

How fcepter'd Hiero ftain'd Sicilians (hore. 

Or to mild Theron's raptur'd eye difclos'd 

Bright vales, where fpirits of the brave repos'd : 

Yet ftill beneath the throne, unbrib'd, ihe (ate. 

The decent hand-maid, not the flave, of ftate ; 

Pleased in the radiance of the regal name 

To blend the luftre of her country's fame 5 

For, taught like Our's, Ihc dar'd, with prudent pride. 

Obedience from dependence to divide : 

Though princes claim'd her tributary Ia3r8, 

With truth ifevere Ihe tempered partial praife j 

Confcious ihe kept her native dignity, 

Pold as her flights, and as her numbers free^ 



( " ) 

And fure if e'er the mufe indulged her (trains. 
With juft regard, to grace heroic reigns. 
Where could ^her glance a theme of triumph own 
So dear to fame as Gfio&os's trophied throne? 
At whofe firm bafe, thy ll^dfaft foul afpires 
To wake a mighty nation's antient fires ; 
Afpires to bal^e Fa^ioq's fpecious claim^ 
Rouze England's rage, and give her thunder aim : 
Once more the main her conquering banners fweep. 
Again her Commerce darkens all the deep* 
Thy fii^'d refolve renews each firm decree 
That made^ that kept of yore, thy country frce^ 
Caird by thy voice, nor deaf to war's alarms. 
It's willing youth the rural empire arms 2 . 
Again the lords of Albion's cultur'd plains 
March the firm leaders of their faithful fwains : 
As erft flout archers, from the farm or fold^i, 
Flamed in the van of niany a baron bold. 

Nor thine the pomp of indolent debate^ 
The war of words, the fophifbries of fiate ; 
Nor fri^d caution checks thy free defign^ 
Nor flops thy fltoun of eloquence divine ; 
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For thine the privilege, on few beftow'd. 
To feel, to think, to fpeak, for public good* 
In vain Corruption calls her venal tribes ; 
One common caufe one common end prefcribes : 
Nor fear nor fsaud, or fpares or fcreens, the foe. 
But fpirit prompts, and valour ftrikes, the blow* 
O Pitt, while honour points thy liberal plan* 
And o'er the Minifter exalts the Man, 
Isis cogenial greets thy faithful fway. 
Nor fcorns to bid a ftatefman grace her lay. 
For 'tis not Her's, by falfe connexions drawn. 
At fplcndid Slavery's fordid fhrine to fawn ; ] 

Each native eifort of the feeling breaft 
to friends, to foes, in equal fear, fuppreft : 
TTis not for her to purchafe or purfue 
The phantom favours of the cringing crew : 
More ufeful toils her ftudious hours engage. 
And fairer lefTons fill her fpotlefs page ; 
Beneath ambition, but above difgraee. 
With nobler arts flie forms the rifing race : 
With happier tafks, and lefs refin'd pretence. 
In elder times, ihe woo'd Munificence 
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To rear her arched roofs in regal guife. 
And lift her temples nearer to the ikies ; 
Princes and prelates ftretch'd the focial hilnd. 
To form^ difRife^ and fix^ her high command : 
From kings (he claimed, yet fcorn'd to feek, the prize. 
From kings, like George, benignant, jufl, and wife. 

Lo, this her genuine lore.— Nor thou refufe 
This humble prefent of no Partial Mufe 
From that calm Bower *, which nurs'd thy thoughtful 

youth 
In the pure precepts of Athenian truth : 
Where firft the form of Britiih Liberty 
Beam'd in full radiance on thy mufing eye ; 
That form, whofe mien fublime, with equal awe. 
In the fame Ihade unblemifli'd Somers faw : 
Where once (for well Ihe lov*d the friendly grove 
Which every claiEc Grace had learn'd to rove) 
• Her whifpers wak'd fage Harrington to feign 
The bleffings of her vifionary reign ; 



* Trinity College, Oxford ; in which alfo Lord Somers, 
Itnd Sir James Harrington, author of the Oceaka, were 
educated. 
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That reign, which now no more an et&pty theme> 
Adom's Philofophy's ideal dream, 
But crowns at laft, beneath a Georoe^s fmile. 
In full reality this favoured iile« 
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N T B B 

MARRIAGE OF THE KING, 

M.D C C LXI, 

To Her MA JEST y* 

W HEN firft the kingdom to thy virtues due 
Rofe from the billowy deep in difbnt view ; 
When Albion^s ifle, old Ocean^s peerlefs prtde,, 
Towcr*d in imperial Hate above the tide; 
What bright ideas of the new domain 
Formed the fair proipeft of thy promised reign f 

And well with confcious Joy thy breaft might bear 
That Albion was ordainM thy regal feat : 
Lo ! this the land, where Freedom's facred rage 
Has glow'd untam'd through many a martial age. 
Here patriot Alfred, flain'd with Danifh blood. 
Reared on one bafe the king's the people's good : 
Here Henry's archers fram'd the ftubborn bow 
That laid Alanzon's haughty helmet low ; 
Here wak'd the flame that ftill fuperior braves 
The proudeft threats of Gaul's ambitious flaves : 
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Here Ghivalry, ftcrn fchool of valour old^ 

Her Dobleft feats of knightty fame enroU'd j 

Heroic champions caught the clarion's call". 

And thronged the feaft in Edward's banner'd hall ; 

While chiefs, like George, approved in worth alone^ 

Unlock'd chaftc Beauty's adamantine zone* 

Lo ! the fam'd ifle, which hails thy chofen fway. 

What fertije fields her temperate funs difplay ! 

Whett Property fecures the confcious fwain. 

And guards, while Plenty gives, the golden grain : 

Hence with ripe (lores her villages abound. 

Her airy downs with fcatter'd iheep refound ; 

Frelh are her paftures with unceafing rills. 

And future navies crown ^her darkfome hills. 

To bear her formidable glory far. 

Behold her opulence of hoarded war ! 

See, fronj hex ports a thoufand banners ftream ; 

On every coaft. her vengeful lightnings gleam ! 

Meantime, remote from Ruin's armed hand. 

In peaceful majefty her cities ftand ; 

Whofe fplendid domes, and bufy ftreets, declare. 

Their firmeft fort, a king's parental care* 
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And O j bleft Queen, if e'er the magic powers 
Of warbled truth have won thy mufing hours ; 
Here Poefy, from aweful days of yore. 
Has pour'd her genuine gifts of raptured lore* 
Mid oaken bowers, with holy verdure wreathed. 
In Druid-fongs her folemn fpirit breath'd : 
While cunning Bards at ancient banquets fung ^ 
Of paynim foes defied, and trophies hung* 
Here Spenfer tun'c^his myftio»minftrclfy. 
And drefs'd in fairy robes a Queen like Thee* 
Here, boldly marked with every living hue. 
Nature's unbounded portrait Shakefpeare drew : 
But chief, the dreadful groupe of human woes 
The daring aitift's tragic pencil chofe ; 
Explored the pangs that rend the royal breaft, 
*Thofe wounds that lurk beneath the tiflued veft ! 
Lo ! this the land, whence Milton's mufe of fire 
High foar'd to fteal from heaven a feraph*s lyre ; 
And told the golden ties of wedded love 
In facred Eden's amaranthine grove. 

Thine too, majeftic Bride, the favoured clime. 
Where Science fits eoflirin'd in roofs fublinfc. 
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O mark, how gffefcn her wood oJF ancient bay* 

O'er Isis* marge in many a chaplet ftrays ! 

Thither, if haply fome diftinguifli'd flower 

Of thefe mixM blooms from that ambroiial bower> • 

Might catch thy glance, and rich in Nature's hue. 

Entwine thy diadem with honour due ; 

If feemly gifts the train of Phebus pay. 

To deck imperial Hymen's feftive day ; 

Thither thyfelf Aall hafte, and milcHy deign 

To tread with nymph-like fl:ep the Confcious plain t 

Pleased in the mule's nook, with decent pride. 

To throw the fcepter'^d pall of ftate afide. 

Nor from the ihade Ihall George be long away. 

Which claims Charlotta's love, and courts her flay. 

Thefe are Britannia's praifes. Deign to trace 
With rapt refleftion Freedom's favorite race ! 
But though the generous ifle, in arts and arms. 
Thus ftand fupreme, in Nature's choiceft charms ; 
Though George and Conqueft guard her fea-girt throne. 
One happier blefiing ftill ihe calls her own ; 
Apd, proud a frelh increafe of fame to view. 
Crowns all her gjlory by pofieffing You. 
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ON THE BIRTH OP 

TH£ PRINCE OF WALES, 

P 

Written after the Inftallatlon at Windfor, in the fame year. 

iMPEklAL Dome of Edward wife and brave ! 
Where warlike Honour's brightest banners wave ; 
At whofc proud Tilts, uhmatch*d for hardy deeds. 
Heroic kings have frown'd on barbed fteeds : 
Though now no more thy creiibed chiefs advance 
In arm'd array, nor grafp the glittering lance ; 
though Knighthood boafts the martial pomp no more 
That grac'd its gorgeous fcftivals of yore ; 
Say, confcious Dome, if*e'er thy marfliall'd knights 
So nobly deckM their old majellic rites. 
As when, high-thron'd amid thy trophied fhrine, 
Geouge Ihone the leader of the gfirter'd line ? 
Yet future triumphs, Windfor, ilill remain ; ' 
Still, may thy bowers receive as brave a train i 
For lo ! to Britain and her favoured Pair, 
Heaven's high command has fent a facred Heir ! 
Him the bold pattern of his patriot fire 
. Shall fill with early fame's immortal fire : 

C z 
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In life's frdh fpring, ere buds the promis'd prime. 

His thoughts fliall mount to virtue's meed fublime : 

'Hie patriot fire Ihall catch, with fure prefage. 

Each liberal omen of his opening age ; 

Then to thy eourts Ihall lead, with confcious joy. 

In ftripling beauty's bloom, the princely boy ; 

« 
There firmly wreathe the Braid of heavenly die. 

True valour's badge, around his tender thigh* 

Meantime, thy royal piles that rife elate 

With many an antique tower, in maffy (late. 

In the young champion's mufing mind Ihall raifc 

Vaft images of Albion's elder days* # 

While, as around his eager glSnce explores 

Thy chambers rough with war's conftrudled ftores. 

Rude helmsj and bruifed ihields, barbaric fpqils 

Of ancient chivalry's undaunted toils ; 

Amid the dufky trappings^ hung on high 

Young Edward's fable mail fliall ftrike his eye : 

Shall fire the youth, to crown his riper years 

With rival Creflys, and a new Poitiers; 

On the fame wall, the fame triumphal bafe. 

His own Victorious monuments to place. 



Nor can a fairer kindred title move 
His emulative age to glory's love 
Than Edward, laureate prince. In lettered truth, 
Oxford, fage mother, fchool'd his ftudious youth ; 
Her fimple inftitutes, and rigid lore, 
. The royal nurfling unrcluftant bore ; 
Nor fliunn'd, at penfive eve, with lonefome pace 
The cloifter's moonlight-chequer'd floor to trace ; 
Nor fcornM to mark the fun, at mattins due. 
Stream through the ftoried window's holy hue, 

And O, Young Prince, be thine jhis moral praife j 
Nor feek in fields of blo«d his warriour bays. 
War has its charms terrific. Far and wid^ 
When ftands th* embattled hoft in banner'd pride ; 
O'er the vext plain when the ihrill clangors run. 
And the long phalanx flalhes in the fun ; 
When now no dangers of the deathful day 
Mar the bright fcene, nor break the firm array ; 
Full oft, too raihly glows with fond delight 
The youthful breaft, and afks the future fight; 
Nor knows that Horror's form, a fpeArc wan, 
§talks, yetunfeen, along the gleamy van^ 
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May no fuch rage be thine : No dazzling ra)^ 
Of fpecious fame thy ftedfaft feet betray. 
Be thine domeftic glory's radiant calm. 
Be thine the fcepter wreath'd with many a palm : 
Be thine the throne with peaceful emblems hung. 
The filver lyre to milder conqueft fining ! 

Inftead of glorious feats atchievM in arms. 
Bid rifing arts difplay their mimic chartns : 
Juft to thy country's fame, in tranquil days 
Record the paft, and rouze to future praife ; 
Before the public eye, in breathing brafs. 
Bid thy fam*d father's mighty triumphs^ pafs : 
Swell the broad arch with haughty Cuba's fall. 
And cloath with Minden's plain th' hiftoric hall. 

Then mourn not, Edward's Dome, thine ancient boaftj 
Thy tournaments, and lifted combats loft [ 
From Arthur's Board, no more, proud caftle, moum 
Adventurous Valour's gothic trophies torn ! 
Thofe elfin charms, that held in magic. night 
It's elder fame, and dimmed it's genuine light. 
At length diflfolve in Truth's meridian ray, v^^ 

And the bright Order burfts to perfcft day ; 
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The xnyftic round, begirt with bolder peers. 
On Virtue's bafc it's refcued glory rears : 
Sees Civil Prowefs mightier afts atchieve. 
Sees meek Humanity diftrefs relieve ; 
Adopts the Worth that bids the conflid ceafe^ 
And claims it's honours from the Chiefs of Peace. 
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ODE I. 

TO SLEEP. 

kJ N. this my penfive pillow, gentle Sleep } 
Defcend, in all thy downy plumage drcft : 
Wipe with thy wing thefe eyes that wake to woep. 
And place thy crown of poppies on my brcaft. 

O fteep my fenfes in oblivion's balm. 
And footh my throbbing pulfe with lenient hand ; 
This tempeft of my boiling blood becalm ! — 
Pefpair grows mild at thy fupreme command. 

Yet ah ! in vain, familiar with the gloom^ 
And fadly toiling through the tedious night, 
J feek fweet flumber, while that virgin bloom. 
For ever hovering, haunts my wretched fight. 

Nor would the dawning day my forrows charm ; 
Black midnight, and the radiant noon, alike 
To me appear, while with uplifted arm 
Peath ftands prepared, but (liU delays, to ftrike. 
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ode.il 

The HAMLET. Written in Whichwood Forcft. 

JL H E hinds how bleft, who ne'er beguird 
To quit their hamlet's hawthorn- wild ; 
Nor h%unt the croud, nor tempt the main, » 

For fplendid care, and guilty gain ! 

When morning's twiligbt-tinftur'd beam 
Strikes their low thatch with planting gleam^ 
They rove abroad in et|ier blue. 
To dip the fcythe in fragrant dew ; 
The Iheaf to bind, the beech to fell 
That nodding Ihades a craggy dell. 

Midft gloomy glades, in warbles clear. 
Wild nature's fwceteft notes they hear : 
On green untrodden banks they view 
The hyacinth's neglcfted hue : 
In their lone haunts, and woodland rounds^i 
They fpy the fquirrel's airy bounds : 
And ftartle from her aihen fpray, 
Acrofs the glen, the fcreaming jay : 

c 

Each native charm their fieps explore 
Of Solitude's fequefter'd ftorc, 
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For them the moon with cloudlefs ray 
Mounts^ to illume their homeward way : 
Their weary fpirits to relieve. 
The meadows incenfe breathe at eve. 
No riot mars the fimple fare 
That o'er a glimmering hearth they fliare : 
But when the curfeu's meafur'd roar 
Duly, the darkening vallies o'er. 
Has echoed from the diftant town. 
They wilK no beds of cygnet-down. 
No trophied canopies, to clofe 
Their drooping eyes in quick repofe. 
Their little fons, who fpread the blooni 
^ Of health around the clay-built room. 
Or through the primros'd coppice ftray. 
Or gambol in the new-mown hay ; 
Or quaintly braid the cowflip-twine, * 
Or drive afield the tardy kine ; 
Or haften from the fultry hill 
To loiter at the ihady rill ; 
Or climb the tall pine's gloomy creft 
To rob the raven's ancient neft. 
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Their humble porch with honied flower ft 
The curling woodbine'^ (hade embowers : 
From the trim garden's thymy mound 
Their bees in bufy fwarms refound : 
Nor fell Difeafe^ before his time, 
Hafies to confume life's golden prime : 
But when their temples long have wore 
The filver crown of treffes hoar ; 
As ftudious ftill calm peace to keep. 
Beneath a flowery turf they flccp* 
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ODE III. 

Written at V^b-Roy al Abbt in Cheshire '^# 

^\S £v€ntftg ilowly fpreiadft his mantle hoar^ 
No ruder founds the bounded valley fiU^ 
Than the faint din, from yonder fedgy Ihore^ 
Of ruihing waters, and the n^rmuring milK 

How funk tht fccne, where cloyfter*d Leifure mus'd | 
Where war-wdro Edward paid his aweful vow j 
And, laviih of magnificence, diflus'd 
His crouded fpires o'er the broad mountain's brow I 

The golden fans, that o*er the turrets ftrown, 
Quick*glancing to the fun, quaint mufic made. 
Are reft, and every battlement o'ergrown 
With knotted thorns, ahd the tall fapUi^'s ihade» 

* Founded by king Edward the firft, about die year 1300, in con^ 
fequence of a vow whiclr lie made when in danger ojf being ibip<* . 
wrecked, durjsg hii return from a crufadc. 
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The prickly thiftle fiieds its plumy crctt. 
And matted nettles ihade the crumbling mafs^ 
Where fhone the pavement's furface imooth^ imprell: 
With rich refle&ion of the ftoried glafs. 

Here hardy chieftains flept in proud repofe^ 
Sublimely Ihrin'd in gorgeous imagery ; 
And through the leflening iles^ in radiant rbws^ 
Their confecrated banners hung on high. 

There oxen browze, and there the fable yew 
Through the dun void displays its baleful glooms ; 
At|d flieds in lingering drops ungenial dew 
O'er the forgotten graves and fcatter'd tombs. 

By the flow clock, in duly-meafur*d chime. 
That from its airy fpirefuU deeply toird. 
No more the plowman counts the tedious time. 
Nor diftant Ihepherd pens his twilight fold. 

High o'er the tracklefs heath at midnight feen. 
No more the windows, ranged in long array. 
Where the tall fliaft and fretted nook between 
^ Thick ivy twines, the taper'd riues betray. 
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Ev*n nowr, amid the wavering ivy-wfeaths, 
(While kindred thoughts the penfive founds infpire) 
As the weak, breeze in many a whifper breathes, 
I feem to liften to the chanting quire.— 

As o'er thefe Ihattcr'd tdwers intent I mufe. 
Though rearM by Charity's mifguided zeal, 
Yet can my breaft foft Pity's figh r^fufe> 
Or confcious Candour's modeft plea conceal ? 

For though the forcerefs, Superftition blind. 
Amid the pomp 6f dreadful facrifice> 
O'er the dim rooft, to cheat the tranded mind, 
Oft bade her vifionary gleams arife ; 

Though the vain hours unfocial Sloth beguil'd, 
While the ftill cloifter cold Oblivion lock'd j 
And through the chambers pale^ to flumbers mild 
Wan Indolence her drowfy cradle rock'd : 

Yet hence, enthron'd in verterable ftate. 

Proud Hofpitality difpens'd her ftore : 

Ah ! fee, beneath yon tower's tmvaulted gate. 

Forlorn Ihe fits upon the brambled floor. 

D 



( 34 ) 
Her ponderous vafe^ with gotkic pourtraiturc 
EmbofsM^ DO more with balmy moifhire flows : 
Mid the mix'd ihards, overwhelmed in duft obfcure^ 
No more^ as crft^ the golden goblet glows. 

Sore beat by ftorms in Glory's arduous way^ 
Here might Ambition mufe^ a pilgrim fage ; 
Here raptured fee. Religion's crening ray 
Gild the calm wal)cs of his repofing age. 

Here antient Art her dedal fancies played 
In the quaint mazes of the crifped roof; 
In mellow glooms the fpeaking pane array'd^ 
And rang'd the clufter'd column^ mafly-proof. 

Here Learning, guarded from a barbarous age^ 
Hovered awhile, npr dar*d attempt the day ; 
And;patient trac'd upon, the pifturM page 
The holy legend, or heroic lay. 

Hither the folitary minftrel came 
An honoured gueft, while the grim evening iky 
Hung lowering, and around the focial flame 
Tun'd his bold harp to tales of ehiyalry. 
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Thus fings thd Mufe^ all penfiVd and alone; 
Nor fcoirfls^ Within the deep fafte's Inmoft tell. 
To pluck the grey mofs from the mantled ftonfe, 
Some holy founder's mouldering name to fpell. 

Thus fings the Mufe :— yet paftkl aS flie fings. 
With fond regret furveys thefe ruirt*d piles : 
And with fair images of antleftt thiftgi 
The captive bard*s ObfequiouS ttiihd beguiles. 

But much we pardon to th' ingenuous Mufe ; 
Her fairy Ihapes are trick'd by Fancy's pen : 
Severer Reafon forms far other views. 
And fcans the fcene with philofophio ken. 

From thefe deferted dcmes, new glories fife j; 
Mote ufeful inftitutes, ^darfllttg man. 
Manners enlarged, and new civilities. 
On frefli foundations build fhe focial plan. 

Science, on ampler plume, a bolder fiighl 
Eflays, efcap'd from Superftition's ihrine i 
While freed Religion, like primeval light 
Burfting from chaos, fpreads her warmth diviae. 
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O D E IV. 

THE FIRST OF APRIL. 

W ITH dalliance rude young Zephyr woos 
Coy May. Full oft with kind excufe 
The bbifterous boy the Fair denies. 
Or, with a fcornful fmile complies. 

Mindful of difafter paft. 
And ihrinking at the northern blaft. 
The fleety ftorm returning ftill. 
The morning hoar, and evening chill ; 
RcluAant comes the timid Spring. 
Scarce a bee, with airy ring. 
Murmurs the bloffom'd boughs around^ 
That cloatii the garden's fouthern bound : 
Scarce a fickly ftf aggling flower 
Decks the rough caftle's rifted tower : 
Scarce the hardy primrofe peeps 
From the dark dell's entangled fteeps : 
O'er the field of waving broom : 
Slowly flioots the golden bloom : 
And, but by fits, the furze-clad dale 
Tinctures the tranfitory gale. 
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While from the ihrubbery's naked maze^ 

Where the vegetable blaze 

Of Flora's brighteft "broidery fhone. 

Every chequered charm is flown ; 

Save that the lilac hangs to view 

Its burfling gems in clufters blue. 

Scant along the ridgy land 
The beans their new-born ranks expand : 
The frefli-turn'd foil with tender blades 
Thinly the fprouting barley fhades : 
Fringing the foreft's devious edge. 
Half rob'd appears the hawthorn hedge ; 
Or to the diftant eye difplays 

Weakly green its budding fprays. 
The fwallow, for a moment feen. 

Skims in hafte the village green : 

From the grey moor, on feeble wing. 

The fcreaming plovers idly fpring : 

The butterfly, gay*paintcd ibon. 

Explores awhile the tepid noon ; 

And fondly trufts its tender dies 

To fickle funs, and flattering ikies* 

D3 
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Frtught with a tranfient, frozen flxowcr. 
If a cloud Ihould haply lower. 
Sailing o'er the U^idfcape dark, 
Jklute on a fudden is the Urk ; 
Jut when gleams the fujn a;gaia " ' 

O'er the pearl-befprinkkd plato, 

And from behind his watery veil 
Looks through the tbin-defcending; hail ;• ' 
She mounts, 9J0A l^eiiing tt, tho ^ki^. 
Scutes the blythe j:enwH of light, 
Aftd high her tuneful tjack purfues 
Mid the dinj rainbow.*s. fcaJtter 'd hu/e^. 

Where iq venerable xow%. 
Widely waving oak^ ijaclofe 
Th^ moat of yond^f ai¥fiqi»^ h^K,. 
Swarm the rooks with dMdOfQttfi catt; 
And; to the toils of uatiure tru^, 
Wreath their capa^ iou$ ne^ znA^ 
K^fing through th.Q l»W9y park. 
The Jpnely poet loves to^Wrk, 
How various greens in, fjwnt degra«$ 
I'ingQ^the tall groujges of varipuii trees ^ 



( 39 ) 

While, carelefs of the chianging year, 
The pine cerulean, never fear. 
Towers diftinguiih'd from the reft, 
And proudly vaunts her winter vcft# 

Within fome whifpcring ofier-iile. 
Where Glym's low banks negleAed fmilc ; 
And each trim meadow ftill retains 
The wintry torrent's oozy ftains : 
Beneath a willow, long forfook. 
The fiflier feeks his cuftom'd nook ; 
And burfting through the crackling fedgc 
That crowns the current's cavcm'd edge. 
He ftartles from the bordering wood 
The balhful wild-dvK:k"s early brood. 

O'er the broad downs, a novel race, 
Frifk the lambs, with faultering pace. 
And with eager bleatings fill 
The fofe that fkirts the beacon'd hilL 

His free-born vigour yet unbroke 
To lordly man's ufurping yoke. 
The bounding colt forgets to play ; 
Baiking beneath the noontide ray, 

P4 
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And ftretch'd among the daifies pide 
Of a green dingle's (loping fide : 
While far beneath, where nature fpreads 
Her boundlefs length of level meads. 
In loofe luxuriance taught to ftray 
A thoufand tumbling rills inlay 
With filver veins the vale, or pafs 
Redundant through the fparkling grafs^ 

Yet, in thefe prefages rude^ 
Midft her penfive folitude. 
Fancy,' with prophetic glance. 
Sees the teeming months advance ; 
The field, the foreft, green and gay. 
The dappled ilope, the tedded hay ; 
iSees the reddening orchard blow. 
The harveft wave, the vintage flow : 
Sees June unfold his glofly robe 
Of thoufand hues o'er all the globe : 
Sees Ceres grafp her crown of cornj. 
And Plenty Iqad her ample horn. 
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O D E V. 

BE NT T O 

Mr. U P T O N, 

O N 
His edition of the Faerie QuEENEt 

J\S oft, reelin^d on Cherweirs Ihelving ihore, 
I traced romantic Spenfer's moral page ; 
And footh'd my forrows with th.e dulcet lore 
Which Fancy fabled in her elfin age 2 

Much would I grieve, that envious Time fo foon 
O'er the lov'd ftrain had caft his dim difguife ; 
As lowering clouds, in April's brighteft noon^ 
Mar the pure fplendours of the purple Ikies, * 

Sage Upton came, from every wonderous tale 
To chafe the mifts that hung o*er fairy ground : 
His wifard hand unlocks each magic vjtle. 
And opes each flowery foreft's guarded bound. 
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Thus^ never Jcnight with mortal arms effay'd 
The caftle of proud Bufyrane to quell ; 
Till Britomart her beamy ihield difplay'd^ 
And broke with golden fpear the mighty fpell : 

The dauntlefs maid with hardy ftep explored 
Each room^ array'd in gliftering imagery ; 
And through th'inchanted chamber^ richly ftor'd. 
Saw CupidV ftatcly mafke come fweeping by *. 

At thisj where'er^ in diitant regions Iheen, 

She roves, cmbower'd with many a Ipangled bough. 

Mild Una, lifting her majeftic mien. 

Braids with a brighter wreath her radiant brow* 

At this, in hopelefs forrow drooping long. 
Her painted wings Imagination plumes ; 
Pleased that her laureate votary's refcued fong 
Its native charm, and genuine grace, refumeSi, 

♦ S«e Faiky (i?EEir, Hi. 2. 5. 
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O D E VL 

THE SUICIDE, 

XJENE ATH the beech, whofe branches bare 
Smit with the lightning*? livid glare, 

O/erhang the craggy road. 
And whiftk hollow as they wave j 
Within a folitary grave, 
A wretched Suicide holds hi3 accurs'd abode^ 

LourM the grim morn, in murky dies 
Pamp mifts involved the fcowling ikies<^ 

And dimmed the ftruggling day ; 
As by the brook that lingering laves 
Yon rufli-grown moor with fable waves, 
full of the dark refolve he took his fuUen way, 

I marked his defultory pace^ 

His geftures ftrange^^ and varying, face. 

With many a muttered found j 
And ah ! too late aghaft I viewed 
The reeking blade, the hand embru'd t 
|le fell, and groaning grafp'd in agony the ground. 
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Fan many a melancholy night 

He watch'd the flow return of light ; . 

And fought the powers of fleep. 
To fpread a momentary calm 
(Xer his fad couch^ and in the balm 
Of bland oblivion's dews bis burning eyes to ftcep* 

Full oft^ unknowing and unknown^ 
He wore his endlefs noons alone. 

Amid the autypinal wood : 
Oft was he wont, in hafty fit. 
Abrupt the focial board to quit. 
And gaze with eager glance upon the tumbling flood* 

Beckoning the wretch to torments new. 
Despair, for ever in his view, 

A ipeftre pale, appeared ; 
While, as the flxades of eve arofe 
And brought the day's unwelcome clofe. 
More horrible and huge her giant-ihape Ihe rear'd« 
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« Is this, miftaken Scorn will cry, 
*^ Is thb the youth, whofe genius high 

** Could build the genuine rime ? 
^^ Whofe bofom mild the favouring Mufe 
'* Had ftor'd with all her ample views, 
« Parent of faireft deeds, and purpofes fublime ?*' 

Ah ! from the Mufe that bofom mild 
By treacherous magic was beguil'd. 

To ftrike the deathful blow : 
She fiird his foft ingenuous mind 
With many a feeling too refin'd. 
And roused to livelier pangs his wakeful fenfe of woe. 

Though doom'd hard penury to prove, 

> 
And the Iharp flings of hopelefs love ; 

To griefs congenial prone. 

More wounds than nature gave he knew. 

While mifery's form his fancy drew 

In dark ideal hues, and horrors not its own. 
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Theft wiih dot o*cr his earthy tomb 
The baleful night^lhade's lurid bloom 

To drop it! deadly dew t 
Nor oh! forbid the twifted thorttj 
That rudely binds his turf forlorn> 
With fpring's green^fwelling buds to vegetate anew* 

What though nor marble-piled bull 
Adorn his defolated dud. 

With fpeaking fculpture wrought ? 
Pity ihall woo the weeping Nine^ 
To build a vifionafy ihrine^ 
liung with unfading flowers, from fairy regions bf oughc« 

What though refused each chanted rite ? 
Here viewlefs mourners ihall delight 

To touch the Ihadowy fhell : 
And Petrarch's harp, that wept the doom 
Of Laura, loft in early bloom. 
In melancholy tones ihall ring his peniive knelU 
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To footh a lone, tmhallbw'd fliade^ 
This votive dirge fad Duty paid. 

Within an ivied nook : 
Sudden the half-funk orb of da/ 
More radiant ihot its parting ray. 
And thus a cherub-voice my charm'd attention took« 

*^ Forbear, fond bard, thy partial praife ; 
^* Nor thus for guilt in fpccious lays 

" The wreath of glory twine : 
** In vain with hues of gorgeous glow 
«* Gay Fancy gives her veft to flow, 
" Uiil^ Truth's matron-hand the floating folds confine^ 

*^ Juft heaven, man's fortitude to prove, 
** Permits through life at large to rove 

« The tribes of hell-born Woe : 
«^ Yet the fame power that wifely fends 
** Life's fierceft ills, indulgent lends 
«« Religion's golden fliield to break th' embattled foe. 
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** Her aid divine had iuird to reft 

«^ Yon foul felf-inurtherer's throbbing breaft, 

** And ftay'd the rifing ftorm : 
•* Had bade the fun of hope appear 
** To gild the darkened hetnifphere, 
** And give the wonted bloom to nature's blafted form. 

" Vain man ! *tis heaven's prerogative 
** To takcj what firft it deign 'd to give, 

*^ Thy tributary breath : 
** In aweful cxpedtation plac'd, 
<* Await thy doom, nor impious haftc 
** To pluck from God's right hand his inftruments of 
.« death." 
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ODE VII. 

Sent to a Friend^ on leaving a favourite Village in 

x\h mourn, thou loV*d retreat ! No ihord 
Shall claffic fteps thy fcenes explore ! 
When morn's pale rays but faintly pee^ 
0*er yonder oak^crown^d airy deep. 
Who now ftiall climb its brows to view 
Thy length of landfkips, ever new ; 
Where Summer flings> in carelefs pride^ 
Her varied vefturc fjsir and wide ! 
Who mark, beneath, each village-^charm^ 
Or grange, or elm«encircle4 farni : 
The flinty dove-cpte*s grjijuded roof> 
Watch'd by the kite tbaf 0iils aloof: 
The tufted pines, wHofe yimbizj^t t^ 
Darkens the loog-defertied hall : 
The veteran beech, that ojx the plaJiO 
CoUefts at eve the playj^l trai? : 
The cott that fmoke^ with c^^rjy fire^ 
The low-roof 'd fane*? fV^MoQi'^ ffixp \ 
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Who now flialllndolently ftray 
Through the deep foreft's tangled way i 
Ple|gis'd at his cuftom'd taik to find 
The well known hoary-trefled hind. 
That toils with feeble hands to glean 
Of withered boughs his pittance mean ! 
Who mid thy rtooks of hazle fit. 
Loft in fome melancholy fit ; 
And liftening to the raven's croai. 
The diftant flail, the falling oak ! 
Who, through the funfliine and the Ihower, 
Defcry the rainbow-painted tower ? 
Who, wandering at return of May, 
Catch the firft cuckow's vernal lay ? 
Who, mufing wafte the fummer hour. 
Where high o'er-afching trees embowV 
The grafly lane, fo rarely pac'd. 
With azure flowrets idly graced ! 
tJnnotic'd now, at twilight's dawn 
Returning reapers crois the lawn : 
Nor fond attention loves to note 
The weather's bell from folds remote : 
While, own'd by. no poetic eye. 
Thy penfive evenings fliadethe fky f. 
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t^of io ! th^ Batd who rapture found 
t'rom every rural fight or found ; 
Whofe genius warm, and judgment chaft, . 
No charm of genuine nature paft } 
Who felt the Mufe's pureft fires. 
Far from thy faVour*d haunt retires 1 
Who peopled all thy vdcd bdwers 
With Ihadowy ihapes, arid airy powers^ 

And fe6, thy fad fequefter'd glooms 
Their antient, dread repofe fefumes I 
From the deep dell, 1*her< Shaggy roots 
Fringe the rough brink with Wreathed ffiodts, 
Th* unwilling Genius flies forlorn. 
His primrofe-chaplet rudely torn* 
With hollow Ihriek the Nymphs forfakd 
The pathlcfs copfe, and hedge-row brake. 
Where the delv'd mountain's headlong fide 
Its chalky entrails opens wide. 
On the green fummit, ambufh'd high, 
No longer Echo loves to lie. 
No pcarl-crown'd Maids, with wily look, 
Rife beckoning from the reedy brook. 
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Aronnd the glow-wortil's glimmering batik^ 
No Fairies run in fiery rank ; 
Nor brulh, half-fetn^ in airy tread. 
The violet's unprinted head. 
But Fancy, from the thickets brown, 
The glades that wear a confcious frowns 
The foreli'-oaks, that pale and lone. 
Nod to the blaft with hoarfer tone^ 
Rough glensy and fuUen waterfall^) 
Her bright ideal offspring calls* 

So by fome fage inchanter's fpell, 
(As old Arabian fablers tell) 
Amid the folitary wild. 
Luxuriant gardens gaily fmil'd t 
From fapphire rocks the fountains ftream'd. 
With golden fruit the branches beam'd ; 
Fair forms, in every wonderotts wood. 
Or lightly tripp'd, or folemn floods 
And oft, retreating from the view. 
Betrayed, atdiftance, beauties new: 
While gleaming o'er th* citfped bowtm 
Rich fpires arofe, and iparUi^ oow€rs» 
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If bound on fervice new to go. 
The mafler of the magic fliow^. 
His tranfitory charm withdrew. 
Away th* illufive landfcape flew ; 
Dun clouds obfcur'd the groves of gold, 
Blue lightnmg fmoje the blooniing niold : 
In vifionary glory reared. 
The gorgeous caftle difappear'd : 
And a bare heath^'s unfruitful plidn 
yfurp^4 tk^ wlfard's proud .<ktt»^. 
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O D E viir. 

T P B 

COMPLAINT OF CHERWELL.* 

I. 
JljL L L penfive from her ofier-woven bow'r 
Cherwell arofe. Around her darkening edge 
Pale eve began the fteaming mift to pour. 
And breezes fann'd by fits the ruftling fedge ; 
She rofe, and thus flie cried in deep defpair. 
And tore the rulhy wreath that bound her ftrean^ing hair. 

Ah ! why, Ihe cried, fliould Isis fhare alone 
The tributary gifts of tuneful fanje ! 
Shall every fong her happier influence own. 
And damp with partial praife her favourite name j^ 
While I, alil^e to thofe proud domes allied. 
Nor hear the Alufe^s^call, r>or boaft a claflic tide, 

^ Oi^c of the Rivers at Oapfordr 
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III. 

No chofen fon of all yon fabling band 
Bids my loofe locks their gloffy length diffufe ; . 
Nor fees my coral-cindtur'd ftole expand 
Its folds, befprent with Spring's unnumbered hues : 
No poet builds my grotto's dripping cell. 
Nor ftuds my cryftal throne with many a fpeckled flieli. 

IV. 

In Isjs' vafe if Fancy's eye difcern 
Majeftic towers embofs'd in fculpturc high ; 
Lo ! milder glories mark my miodeft urn. 
The fimple fcenes of paftoral imagery : 
What though flie pace fublime, a (lately queen ; 
Mine ;5 the gentle grace^ the meelf retiring mien^ ^ 

V, 

Proud Nymph, fince late the Mufe thy triumphs fung. 
No more with mine thy fcornful Naiads play, 
(While Cynthia's lamp o'er the broad vale is hung,) 
Where meet our ftreams, indulging Ihort delay : 
Nor more, thy crown to braid, thou deign'ft to take 
My crefs-born flowers that float in n]winy a fliaded lake, 
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VI. 

Vain bards ! can IsXS wia the raptur'd foul> 
Whcrt Art each wilder watery charm ihvft^es > 
Whofe waves, in ttifeafurM Volutftts taught to roll. 
Or ftagnat^t fleep^ or rufh in whit% cafcades : 
Whofe banlis with echoing indtiihry refound, 
FentM by the feamrheatpier, and torrent-bteving toouftd, 

Lo ! here no commerce fpreads tlie fervent toil. 
To pour pollution 6'er my virgin tide ; 
The freihnefs of my paftures to defile. 
Or bruife the inatted groves that fringe my iide ; 
But Solitude, on this fequefter*d bank. 
Mid the moift lilie? fits^^ attir'4 in n^antle dapk, 

vin. 

No ruder founds n\y ]grazrng herds af&ight| 
Nor mar the inilk-maid^s folitary fong : 
The jealous hakyon wheds her h^wi^ble flight, 
And hidesi her emerald wiqg my reeds among ^ 
All mnakrm^d, fave when the genial May 
Bids wake niy peopled Ihgres, ftnd reari^ tl^e ripened hay. 
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IX. 

XhcQ fcorn no more this unfrequented fcene ; 
So to new notes flaall my coy Echo ftring 
Her lonely harp^ Hither, the brow ferene, 
And the (}ow pace, of Contemplation bring ; 
Nor call in vain infpiring Ecftafy 
Jo bid her vifions meet the frenzy ^rolling eye. 

Whatever the thenie ; if unrequited love 
Seek, all upfeen, his bafl^ful griefs to breathe } 
Or Fame to bolder flights the bofom move. 
Waving aloft the glortous «prc wreath ; 
Here hail the Mufes ; from the bufy throaag 
R^en^e^ where Fancy dwells^ andNaturepromptsthe fon^, 
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ODE IX. 

THECRUSADE.* 
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OUND for holy Palettine, 
Nimbly we brufh'd the level brine. 
All in azure fteel arrayed | 
O'er the wave our weapons play'd. 
And made the dancing billqws glow« 
High upon the trophied prow. 
Many a warriour-minftrel fwung 
His founding harp, and boldly fung. 

^ King Richard the firft, celebrated for his achievements in the 
cmfades, was not lefs diftinguilhed for his patronage of the Provendal 
sninftrels^ and his own compoiitions in their fpedes of poetry, 
Ketnming from one of his expeditions into the holy land, in dif- 
guife, he was imprifoned in a caftle of Leopold du)ce of Auibia« 
His favourite minilrel, Blondel de Nefle, having traverfed all Ger- 
many in fearch of his mailer, at length came to a caiUe in which he 
found there was only one prifoner, and whofe name was unknown. 
Snfpeding diat he had made the defired difcovery, he feated him* 
felf under a window of the piifoner's apartment ; and began a fong» 
or ode, which the king and himfelf had formerly compofed toge* 
ther. When the prifoner, who was king Richard, heard the fong, 
he knew that Blondel muft be the finger : and when Blondel paufed 
about the middle, the king began die remainder, and completed 
it. The following ode is fnppofed to be this joint compofition of 
the minftrel and king Richard. 
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*^ Syrian virgins, wail and weep, 
'* Englilh Richard ploughs the deep ! 
'^ Tremble, watchmen, as ye fpy, 
*^ From diftant towers, with anxious eye, 
^^ The radiant range of Ihield and lance 
*' Down Damafcus' hills advance : 
^^ From Sion's turrets as afar 
^^ Ye ken the mardh of Europe's war ! 
*^ Saladin, thou favage king 
^* From Albion's ifle revenge we briug ! 
** On Acon^s * fpiry pitadel, 
^^ Though to the gale thy banner^- fwell^ 
^^ Piftur'd with the filyer moon; 
^^ England fliaU end thy glory foon! 
f^ In vain, to break our firm array, 
** Thy brazen drums hoarfe difcord bray; 
^* Thofe founds pur riling fyry fan ; 
^* Englilh Richard in the van^ 
^^ On to viAory we go, 
^^ A vaunting infidel the foe/' 

* A capital duiftian d^ and&rtitfi of S^'ria, 
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Blondel led the tuneful btad. 
And fwept the wire with glowing hand. 
Cyprus, from her rocky mound. 
And Crete, with piny verdure crownM, 
Far along the fmiling main 
Echoed the prophetic ftrain. 

Soon we kifs'd the facred earth 
That gave a imirthcrM Saviour birth : 
Then with ardour frelh ewiu'd. 
Thus the foleran fong reoew'd^ 

^* Lo, the toilfome voyage paft, 
^* Heaven's favoured hills appear at laft ! 
^* Objeft of our holy vow, 
^' We tread the Tyrian vallies now, 
^* From Cajrniel's aiioondrfliaded fteep 
f « We feel the cbeerii|g fragrance crcep» 
f ' O'er Engaddi's ihrubs of baiai 
^* Curls the vine, and waves the palmt 
^* See, Lebanoii's afpiring head 
^* Wide his immortal umbrae fpccad \ 
^* H^l Calvary, thou mountain hoar, 
^f Wet with curl^raccmer^s gore? 
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<^ Ye trampled tomb^^ ye fanes forloro, 

«^ Ye ftones, by tears of ptlgrims worn; 

" Your ravilh'd honours to reftore, 

<^ Fearlefs we climb this hofiile fliore ! 

<< And thou^ the fepulchre df god ! 

^^ By mocking pfigaos rudely trod, 

** Bereft of every aweful rite, 

*^ And quench'd thy lamps that beam'd fo bright ; 

<^ For thee^ from Britain's diftant coaft, 

<< Lo^ Richard leads his faithful hoft ! 

'^ Aloft in his heroic hand^ 

'^ Blazing^ like the beacon's bnmd, 

« O'er the far-alBrighted fields, 

<' Refifilefs Kaliburn he wields «* 

'^ Proud Saraceti| pollute no more 

" The fhrines by martyrs built of yore ! 

'^ From each wild moQntaia's tracklefe crowa 

^^ In vain^ thy gloomy ctQit% frown : 

* Kaliburn is the fworS oT king Arthur : whidi, as the monkifh 
hiibrians fay, cane imto lis poBd&oft of Aidkard te frft;; end 
was given by that monarchy in the cmfades, to Tancred kii\g of 
Sicily, as a royal prefeiit of inef&natAe price, aibottt the year 
1190. StetheMlMmgOdc. 
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«* Thy battering engines^ huge and hig^'^ 

" In vain our ftcel-clad fleeds defy; 

** And, rolling in terrific ftate, 

^^ On giant-wheels harfii thunders grate. 

«* When eve has hufli'd the buzzing camp, 

** Amid the moon^Iight vapours ddmp, 

•* Thy necromandc forihs^ ill vaiii, 

^ Haunt us on the tented plain : 

*^ We bid thofe fpeftre-lhapes avaunt'^ 

** Aihtaroth, aiid Termagaunt ! 

** With many a demon, pale of huef^ 

*' Doomed to drink the bitter dew 

** That drops from Macon's footy tree, 

** Mid the dread grove of ebony. 

" Nor magic charms, nor fiends of hell^ 

** The chriffian's holy courage quell. 

** Salem, in antient majefty 
** Arife, and lift thee to the Iky { 
** Soon on thy battlements divine 
^ Shall wave the badge of Conflantine. 
*' Ye Barons, to the fun unfold 
«^ Our Crofs with crimfon wove and gold T* 
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ODE X. 

'The Grave of King Arthur*. 



s 



TATELY the feaft, and high the cheer : 
Girt with many an armed peer, 
CiLGARRAN, in thy caftle hall. 
And canopied with golden pall, 

* King Henrj the fecond, having uildemken an eitpedidon uiro 
Ireland, to fapprefs a rebellion raifcd by Roderick king of Con- 
naughty commonly called O Connor Don, or the Irown moHar€b 
ef Inland^ was entertained, in his paflage through Wales, with 
the fongf of the Welfh Bards. The fubjedt of their poetry was 
king Arthur, whofe hiHory had been fo long difguifed by fabulous 
inventions, that the place of his burial was in general fcarcely 
known or remembered. But in one of thefe Wellh poems fung 
before Henry, it was recited, that king Arthur, after the battle of 
Camlan in Cornwall, was interred at Glaflonbury abbey, before 
the high altar, yet without any external mark or memorial. After- 
wards Henry vifited the abbey, and commanded the fpot, defcribed 
by the Bard, to be opened : when digging near twenty feet deep, 
they found the body, depofited under a large ftone, infcribed widi 
Arthur's name. This is the ground- work of the following Ode : 
but for the better accommodation of the ftory to our prefent pur« 
pofe, it is told with fome^flight variations from theCronide of Gla(^ 
tonbuiy . The caftle of Cilgarran, where this difcovery is fuppofed 
to have been made, now a moft ronumtic ruin, ftands on a rock de« 
(bending to the river Teivi in Pembrokeihlre : and was built by 
Roger Montgomery, who led the van of the Normans at Haftings. 
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Sublime in formidable date. 
And warlike fplendour, Henry fate ; 
Prepared to ftain the briny flood 
Of Shannon's lakes with rebel blood. 

Illumining the vaulted roof, 
A thoufand torches flam'd aloof : 
From mafly cups, with golden gleam 
Sparkled the red metheglin's flxeam 2 
To grace the gorgeous feftival. 
Along the lofty-window'd wall. 
The ftoried tapeftry was hung : 
With oiinftrelfy the rafters rung 
Of harps, that with reflefted light 
From the proud gallery glittered bright : 
While gifted bardsy a rival throng, 
(From diftant Mona, nurfe of fong. 
From Tcivi, friog'd with umbrage brown, 
From Elvy's vale, and Cader'^ crown. 
From many a Ihaggy precipice 
Tbat Aaifes Utnc't hoarfe abyft. 
And many a iunleis iblitude 
Of Radnor's inmoft mountains rude,) 
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To crown the banquet's folemn clofe. 
Themes of Britifh glory chofe ; 
And to the firings of various chime 
Attempered thus the fabling rime* 

^' O'er Cornwairs cliffs the tempefl roarM, 
*^ High the fcreaming fea-mew foar'd ; 
*^ On Tintaggel's * topmofl tower 
** Darkfom fell the fleety fhower ; 
^' Round the rough caflile fhrilly fung 
*^ The whirling blafl, and wildly flung 
*' On each tall rampart's thundering fide 
*^ The furges of the tumbling tide : ^ 
" When Arthur rang'd his red-crofs ranks 
" On confcious Camlan's crimfon'd banks : 
^^ By Mordred's faithlefs guile decreed 
^* Beneath a Saxon fpear to bleed ! 
*^ Yet in vain a paynim foe 
*^ Arm'd with fate the mighty blow ; 

• Tintaggely or Tintadgcl caMc, where king Arthur is faid to] 
have been bom, and to have chiefly refided. Some of its huge 
fragments (till remain, on a rocky peninfular cape, of a prodigious 
declivity towards the Tea, and almofl inaccefllble from the land fide,] 
on the foathern coalh of Com wall. 
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'^ For wlien be fell^ an elfia queen, 

^^ All in fecret^ and unfeen^ 

•* O'er the fainting hero threw 

** Her mantle of ambrofial blue; 

** And bade her fpirits bear him far, 

*^ In Merlin's agate-axled car, 

** Ta her greeif ifle's enamel'd fteep,^ 

<< In the navel of the deep* 

" O'er his wounds Ihe fprinkled dew 

'* From flowers that in Arabia grew ^ 

** Oh a rich^ inchanted bed, 

*^ She pillow'd his n>ajeftic head ; 

** O'er his brow, with whifpers bland, 

*^ Thrice ihe wav*d an opiate wand ;. 

^^ And, to foft muiic's^ airy found, 

*^ Her magic curtains d(K*d around. 

♦* There, renew'd the vital fpring, 

*« Again he reigns a mighty king; 

^^ And many a fair and fragrant clime^ 

^^ Blooming in immoi^tal prime, 

** By gales of Eden ever fann'd,. 

« Owns the monarch's high command s 
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^^ 'fhence to Britain Ihall return, 
" (If right prophetic rolls I learn) 
*' Borne on Viftory's fpreading plumfe, 
" His ailtient fcepter to refume ; 
*' Once more, in old heroic pride, 
*^ His barbed courfer to beftridc ; 
'* His knightly tablp to rcftore, 
** And the brave tournaments of yore/^ 

They ceas*d : when on the tuneful ftoge 
Advanced a bard, of afpeft fage ; 
His filver treffes, thin-befprent^ 
To age a graceful reverence lent ; 
Mis bdard, all white as fpangles frbte 
That cloath Plinlimmon^s forefts hoar, 
Down to his harp defcending flowed ; 
With Time's faint rofe his features glow*d ; 
His eyes diffused a fofteri*d fire, 
And thus he walked the warbling wire. 

^* Liftcn, Henry, to my read ! 
^« Not from fairy tealtns I lead 
" Bright-rob'd Tradition, to relate 
** In forged colours Arthur's fate ; 

F 2 
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'^ Tho' much of old romantic lore 

** On the bleft theme I keep in ftore : 

<^ But boaftful Fiftion ihould be dumb^ 

** Where Truth the ftrain might beft become* 

^* If thine ear may ftill be won 

'* With fongs of Uther's glorious fon ; 

** Henry, I a tale unfold, 

*^ Never yet in rime enroU'd, 

*' Nor fung nor harp'd in hall or bower ; 

** Which in my youth's full early flower, 

" A minftrel, fprung of Cornifli line, 

^* Who fpoke of kings from old Locrine, 

'* Taught me to chant, one vernal dawn^ 

" Deep in a clifF-encircled lawn, 

*' What time the gliftening vapours fled 

^' From cloud-envelop'd Clyder's * head ; 

*^ And on its fides the torrents gray 

^* Shone to the morning's orient ray. 

" When Arthur bow'd his haughty creft,. 
" No princefs, veiled in azure veft, 

* Or Glyder, a momxtain ia Caernarvonihire. 
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** Snatch'd him, by Merlin's potent fpell, 

'* In groves of golden blifs to dwell ; ** 

" Where, crown'd with wreaths of mifletoe, 

^* Slaughtered kings in glory go : 

** But when he fell, with winged fpeed, 

*^ His champions, on a milk-white fteed, 

*^ From the battle's hurricane, 

** Bore him to Jofeph's towered fane, 

*^ In the fair vale of Avalon : * 

^* There, with chanted orifon, 

^^ And the long blaze of tapers clear, 

^* The ftoled fathers met the bier ; 

** Through the dim iles, in order dread 

<* Of martial woe, the chief they led, 

^« And deep intomb'd in holy ground, 

*^ Before the altar's folemn bound. 

*« Around no dulky banners wave, 

*' No mouldering trophies mark the grave : 

" Away the ruthlefs Dane has tora 

^* Each trace that Time'is How touch had worn ; 

• Glaftonbary abbey, faid to be founded by Jofeph of Arima- 
thea I in a fpot^ antiently called the ifland, or valley, of Avalonia. 

F3 
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*^ And long, o'er the neglefted ftone, 

^* Oblivion's veil its Ihade has thrown 2 

*^ The faded toniib, with honour due, 

** 'Tis thine, O Henry, to renew ! 

^' Thither, when Conqueft has reftor'd 

*^ Yon recreant ifle, and (heath'd the fword, 

** When Peace with palm has crown'd thy brows, 

** Hafte thee, to pay thy pilgrim vows, 

*^ There, obfervant of my lore, 

*^ The pavement's hallow'd depth explore ; 

** And thrice a fathom underneath 

*^ Dive into the vaults of death, 

*^ There Ihall thine eye, with wild amazcj 

'^ On his gigantic ftature gaze ; 

^^ There Ihalt thou find the monarch laid, 

'^ All in warriour- weeds array*d ; 

^* Wearing in death his helmet-crown, 

^* And weapons huge of old renown, 

*< Martial prince, *tis thine to fave 

" From dark oblivion Arthur's grave { 

" So niay thy Ihips fecurely ftem 

♦* The weftcrn frith ; thy diadem 
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" Shine viftorious in the van, 

<* Nor heed the flings of Ulfter's clan : 

" Thy Norman pike-men win their way 

^^ Up the dun rocks of Harald's bay : * 

** And from the fteeps of rough Kildare 

" Thy prancing hoofs the falcon fcare : 

^* So may thy bow's unerring yew 

'* Its fliafts in Roderick's heart embrew." -f- 

Amid the pealing fymphony 
The fpiced goblets mantled High, 
With pafliops new the fong imprefs'd 
The liftening king's impatient breafl : 
Flafli the keen lightenings from his eyes ; 
He fcorns awhile his bold emprife ; 
Ev'n now he feems, with eager pace. 
The confecrated floor to trace ; 



• The bay of Dublin. Harald, ©r Har-fager, The Fair-haired^ 
king of Norway, is faid, in the Life of GryiFudh ap Conan, 
prince of North Wales, to have conquered Ireland, and to have 
founded Dublin. 

t Henry is fuppofed to have fucceeded in this enterprife, chiefly 
by the ufe of the long-bow, with which the Iriih were entirely 
m^c^uainted. 
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And ope, from its tremendous gloom. 
The treafures of the wonderous tomb : 
Ev'n now, he bums in thought to rear. 
From its dark bed, the ponderous fpear. 
Rough with the gore of Piftifli kings : 
Ev'n now fond hope his fancy wings. 
To poife the monarch's mafly blade. 
Of magig-temper'd metal made ; 
And drag to day the dinted fliield 
That felt the ftorm qf Camlan's field* 
O'er the fepulchre profound 
Ev'n now, with arching fculpture crown'd. 
He plans thp chantry's choral flirine. 
The daily dirge^ apd rites divine^ 



SONNETS. 
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SONNET I. 

Written at Wykslade in Hampshire, 

VV YNSLADE, thy beech'Capt hills, with waving graiq 
Mantled, thy chequered views of wood and lawn. 
Whilom could charm, or when the gradual dawn 
Gan the grey mift with orient purple (lain. 

Or Evening glimmered o'er the folded train : 
Her faireft landfkips whence my Mufe has drawn, 
Too free with fervile courtly phrafe to fawn. 
Too weak to try the bulkin*s (lately ftrain. 

Yet now no more thy Hopes of beech and corn. 
Nor views invite, fince He far diftant ftrays. 
With whom I trac'd their fwcets at eve and morn. 

From Albion far, to cull Hefperian bays ; 
In this alone they pleafe, howe'er forlorn, 
That flill they can recall thofe happier days^ 



\ 



/ 
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SONNET II. 
ON BATHING. 

W. 



HEN late the trees were ftript by winter pale. 
Young Health, a dryad-maid in vefture green. 
Or like the foreft's filver-quiver'd queen. 

On airy uplands met the piercing gale ; 

And, ere its earlieft echo Ihook the val^ 

Watching the hunter's joyous horn was feen. 
But fince, gay-thron'd in fiery chariot flieen. 
Summer has fmote each daify-dappled dale ; 

She to the cave retires, high-arch*d beneath 
The fount that laves proud Ifis' towered brim : 
And now, all glad the temperate air to breath. 

While cooling drops diflill from arches dim. 
Binding her dewy locks with fedgy wreath. 
She fits amid the quire of Naiads trim. 
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SONNET III. 

Written in a blank leaf of Dugdale's 
monasticon. 

XJ E E M not, devoid of elegance, the fage. 
By Fancy's genuine feelings unbeguird. 
Of painful Pedantry the poring child; 
Who turns, of thefe proud domes, th* hiftoric page. 

Now funk by Time, and Henry's fiercer rage. 
Thinkft thou the warbling Mufes never fmil'd 
On his lone hours ? Ingenuous views engage 
His thought, on themes, unclaffic falfely ftird. 
Intent. While cloyfter'd Piety difplays 
Her mouldering roll, the piercing eye explores 
New manners, and the pomp of elder days. 

Whence culls the penfive bard his piftur'd ftores. 
Nor rough, nor barren, are the winding ways 
Of hoar Antiquity, but ftrown with flowers. 
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S O N K E T iV* 

Written at Stokehekge* 

JL H OU nobleft monument of Albion^s iflc ! 
Whether by Merlin's iid, from Scythia'fc Ihorc^ 
To Amber's fatal plain Pendragon bote^ 
Huge frame of giant-hands, the mighty pile, 

T' entomb his Britons flain by Hengift's gUile : * 
Or Druid priefts, fprinkled with human gore. 
Taught mid thy maffy maze their myflic lore : 
Or Daniih chiefs, enrich'd with favage fpoil. 

To Viftory's idol vaft, an unhewn flirine. 
Reared the rude heap : or, in thy hallowed round, 
Repofe the kings of Brutus' genuine line ; 

Or here thofe kings in folemn ftate were crown'd : 
Studious to trace thy wondVous origine, 
We mufe on many an antient tale renown'd. 

* One of the Bardiih traditions about Sconehenge. 
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SONNET V. 

Written after seeing Wilton-House, 

J? ROM Pembroke's princely dome, where mimic Art 
Decks with a magic hand the dazzling bowVs, 
Its living hues whefe the warm pencil pours. 
And breathing forms from the rude marble fiart. 

How to life's humbler fcene caa I depart ? 

My breaft all glowing from thofe gotgeotis tow'rs^ 
In my low cell how cheat the fallen hours ! 
Vain the complaint : for Fancy can impart 

(To Fate fuperiour, and to Fortune's doom) 
Whatever adorns the flately-iloried hall : 
She, mid the dungeon's foUtary gloom. 

Can drefs the Graces in their Attic pall : 

Bid the green landfkip's vernal beauty bloom ; 
And in bright trophies cloatk the twilight walL 
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SONNET VI. 

To Mr* gray. 

XN OT that her blooms are marked with beauty ^s htic. 

My ruftic Mufe her votive chaplet brings ; 

Unfeen, unheard, O Gray, to thee Ihe lings ! 

While flowly-pacing through the church-yard dew. 
At curfeu-time, beneath the dark-green yew. 

Thy pehfive genius ftrikes the moral firings; 

Or borne fublime on Infpiration*s wings. 

Hears Cambria's bards devote the dreadful clue 
Of Edward's race, with murthers foul defird : 

Can aught my pipe to reach thine ear effay ? 

No, bard divine ! For many a care beguil'd 
By the fweet magic of thy foothing lay. 

For many a raptured thought, and vifion wild. 

To thee this ftrain of gratitude I pay. 
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S O N N E T VII. 

W HILE fummcr-funs o*er the gay profpedt playM, 
Through' Surry ?s verdant fccnes, whcreEpfom fprcads 
Mid intermingling elms her flowery meads. 
And Hafcombc'S hill,- in towering grovds arrayM, 

Rear'd its romantic. flecp, with mind &oeae . . 
I joumted l)lyth«# Full pcjifive I returnM; 
For now my breaft.with hopelefs p^ffion burny. 
Wet with hoar mifts appeared the glitteringffccne 

Which late mcarelefs indolence I pAft; 
And Wutumn all around thofe hues had ctffi 
Where pall delight iny^recent grief might' trace. 

Sad change, that Nature a congenial gloom 
Should wear, when m6ft,'my chearlefs mood to chafe, 
I wilh'd her green attire, and wontdd^blooin 1 
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so N N E T . Vm. 

On King Arthur's Roukd-table at Winchester* 

W H15RE Venta*8 Norman cafllc ftUl uprears 
Its rafter'd hall^ that o'er the grafly fofs^ 
And.fcattcrM flinty fragments^ clad in mofs. 
On yonder deep in naked ftate appears ; 

High-hung remains, the pride of warlike years. 
Old Arthur's Board : on the capacious round 
Some Britifh pen has fketch'd the names renown'd^ 
In marks obfcure, of his immortal peers. 

Though join'd by magic fkill, with many a rime. 
The Druid-frame, unhonourM, falls a prey 
To the flow vengeance of the wifard Time, 

And fade the Britifli characters away ; 

Yet Spenfer's page, that chants in verfc fublime 
Thofe Chiefs, fl^al) live, unconfcious of decay, 
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S O N N E T IX. 

TO THE RIVER LODON, 

"^^ J\li ! what a weary race my feet have run. 
Since firft I trod thy banks with alders crown'd^ 
And thought my way was alt through fairy ground. 
Beneath thy azure fty, and golden fun : 

Where firft my mufe to lifp her notes begun ! 
While penfivc memory traces back the round. 
Which fills the varied interval between ; 
]\f uch pleafure, more of ibrrow, marks the fcene* 

Sweet native ftream ! thofe ikies and funs fo pure 

No more return, to chear my evening road ! 
Yet ftill one joy remains, that not obfcure. 

Nor ufelefs, all my vacant days have flow'd. 
From youth's gay dawn to manhood's prime mature i 
Nor with the Mufe's laurel unbeftow'd. 



